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go quick!" She uttered the word "restaurant" with as much
contempt as if she'd said, "You're a flighty circus-girl bent on
dragging this poor little thing over to your precious friends
at Glymes!" But she closed with a yet more palpable hit.
"Why, if you've any spirit at all, you don't get a proper job
on a proper stage, and show them that a woman's something
better than a man's pet doll, is beyond me!"
This turning of the tables upon her own life confounded
Wizzie, but curiously enough it made her feel troubled rather
than angry. Was it possible that this noble resignation of hers
was just weakness—just fear of making a struggle ?
Seeing that she had made a hit with her last retort, Jenny
slid down from her perch on the edge of the table and, sinking
into a chair opposite Lovie's, covered her face with her hands.
Her attack had one unexpected effect upon Wizzie, for that
young woman, either in an instinctive desire to prove to her-
self that her detachment from her career was no mere nega-
tion, or actuated by a dim awakening in her of some long-
suppressed feminine response to domestic life, grew suddenly
aware that this room of hers, which she had hitherto treated so
cavalierly and taken so much for granted, was a disgrace to the
mother of a child in a new sash.
How well she knew every aspect of it, but only as she might
have known a casual lodging in a town where she was working!
Hardly conscious of the complicated pressure of motives be-
hind such a natural act, she moved over to the bed and, picking
up Lovie's cast-off clothes that had been thrown across the head
of it, began piling them up in a little heap and tidying up the
disarranged pillows.
Catching sight of her own slippers, thrown down carelessly
in the middle of the floor, she picked up these also, and placed
them neatly side by side under the bed, on the very spot where,
in one of their morning disagreements, she had kicked No-
man's stick out of his reach.
Then she went over to the child and bending down gave
another twist to the folds of one of her stockings, now con-
verted into rather clumsy-looking socks. "Mummy's got you to
take care of now—hasn't she, love?" she murmured, with her
head bowed over the child's knees. "You tell Aunt Jenny that
Mummy can't ride horses and wear tights and jump through
hoops now she's got a little girl to look after."

